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1LL-STARRED - 1'ART SIXTH.
BY PATTY LEX.

Saturday night! Who Iiiin not rejoiced when
tJie week V atfiuro were woui}d up. wen though
they may have been attended with no unumiat
sorrow or wdieitude. The weight of care ia
lightened for iwnoruent, and we breathe freelv:

I there is then h*» hmtring before and after, les*
sighing lor what is not. than at other times. In

the city. the close of the week and the approachof the Sabhath are more manifestly apprehended.perhaps; hut in the country, they
are felt. ine oxen are unyoked and left to

graze over the hills for a day. the plow, or the
work, of whatever sort it may bo. stands still.
a hash, unbroken by the woodman's axe or the
blsirer's soup, spread* itself over all, and the
solemn chiming of the village bell calls to all.
fir and near, to come up and worship. There
is no music of chime%.no cross-crowned towers,
no gorgeous and elalmrnte ritual, nor jiaiu
choirs, to till long. dark, aisles with artistic
trills.

" Ah if God's ear would bend with childish fsvor
To the poor flattery of the organ keys."

The tery hirtls seemed to sing loss jocundly, and
' thy- "I"* sound through tlie woods like tinthenis:an«l*the winds, the vusuo.'

in prophetic utterance, adtnonish the soul till
the miii goes down in purple fire, and ovef the
ski's blue liorder the stars come up white and
cold.

Sometime*, in some country places, the Sabbathis made a time of visiting ; nor is it thus
profaned, for it is generally amongst people
w hose occupations require their time and attentionthrough the week, and who, after quietly
enjoying ine iWHjnuuuv ui mime uunr lneuu ur

brother. partake with him also a spiritual feast
in the house of God. Tlwre is no ostentatious
display, no noise or bustle requisite for the entortaininent,but the visiters lend their aid in
the performance of some lalsir of love, and so

during their stay make le« work than they do.
The -women-folks," who of course sleep in the
' spare lied." " dainty and love endeared," spread
it smoothly, and get the whole chamber in order
before they descend, and make themselves furtheruseful, often in laying the cloth and assistingabout breakfast, which is easily accomplishedwith the asking of an occasional question.siiclias, whether to use, tlio white-handled
knives and forks or the horn ones, the plain
china or the gilt, the tin coffee-pot or the britannia; in all of which cases, the visiter knows
\scll enough that the white-handled knives and
lories, ami the gilt china, and the brit&imia eoflee-pot,are to l»e used. Meanwhile, the menl'olkaiiisfiect cribs, and sheds, and hams, promisingimprovements for themselves from what
they see, or suggesting improvements for their
neighbor, the while they give the horses their
oats, or carry the hay to the sheep, or milk a

cow. '- just because they would rather do it than
not".neither offering hindrunce. nor disorganizingthe usual course of things. Jf it lie know >.

that 1 nele Johns or Aunt Mary's folks are

coming, or whomer else it may lie, the preparationsare all made Saturday. At such times,
wo he to the chickens that have saucy habits of
i'dinitur infii flt«> luuimt ll'ifIt till ililiaonmt flm

r> "vw~> " ,,w wwv

children search through buy-mows and strawheupa,itml sometimes make exploring expeditionsinto patches of weeds, for new nests scrubbingami dusting are done up with unusual
care, a |mund-cnke and a pudding are baked,
and toward sunset all the faniiiy appear in
their holyday gear, and await with smiling
countenances the crowning event, the arrival
of Uncle John or Aunt Mary, as the case mayls\ Well, such an event was alsiut to occur at
Mr. Claverel's. The week's work was finished,David and Oliver wen; initiating their colts,Democrat and Reuben, in the mysteries of Boine
fantastic tricks, Mr. Claverel read some politicalessay in the " RepiiMtcan," while " Dolly "

crimped the Isirder of her cap with Richard'*
penknife; aud Martha and Jane, shiveringthough they were, sat close to the front gate,
eager to catch the first glimpse of Uncle Peter'*
folks. Richard, utterly indifferent, or afflicting
to l«'. sat in his room seesawing on a violin; and
vet the coming of Uncle Peter was to him the
beginning of a new era in life.

" flh. mother, mother, look quick and see if
that is not them, justcoining over the hill." said
lsitli the girls at once. Mrs. Claverel arose and
looked from the window, Raying, as she did so,
' Peter has a new horse on the near side, if it
i" him; but, Sammy, hadn't you Iswt go out and
ojrn the j^ate, at auy rate?"

v an menuru 10 go, ue anBwerca; out tpe
children ran out again, Haying tliey could do it,
for they thought that would make it Unole
Voter; and Mr* Clavercl, Having she guessed
they could do it just oh well a* anybody, lctt
Hie,hard to the enjoyment of his violin AnxiouHlyand almost tremblingly the children
gazed. Presently, the white cover and the little
green wagon were in full night, and there, aide
by nide, sat Uncle Peter and Aunt Jane. Brisklythe journey wan concluded; and as they,having smiled and nodded to the children,trotted down the gravel walk, the rattling of
the wheels announced to all that they were
come. Mrs. Cluverel, in her newly crimped
cap and smoothly ironed drcss^ and with on#
hand in the sock she wu mending, for she wiu
never idle, came forth to give her welcome, attended11y Saminv." w ith the open RrpuMicunin one hand, and a Windsor chair in the other,which he proffered hy way of step. What a
joyous shaking of hands there was, how manyIk'nd imiuiries alsmt all at home, from the childrenu> Hilly the hired man, and even the old
house-dog wan not forgotten. Then came the
unpacking of a variety of little presents, in the
shajs- of packages. jars, and baskets.for AuntJane never came empty-handed.she alwayshad something that Hhe knew Dolly would likt
hi well1.some of her currant jelly, or <lried
|s nrs. so nice in case of sickness, or a freshbakedloat-cakc. which she thought the children
"uglit like Ilocalise Aunt Jane made it, and no4hut that Dolly could make a great deal letter.

dh. Aunt Jane was a good woman.kind
deeds and words Bowed up fmin her heart as

spxitunooonly as water from the living fountain.She knew nothing of the arts and blandishmentsof cultivated life SMthing of its heart-
I**** tuiil N|iMri«Niii diT-eptiona; Imt a dfermoititin

i. i- letter than nmtonnity torulon. and
teryhody wn* happy in Aant Jane;* mefety.v"« wax not my Aunt Jane I wwh ah«

'l,r «he ih Htill living, and WftU etrieken in year#
hum* iw» tno: h»r. ax I remember her. aha

I MiyvprM*.and that ia a long tim«
In the ahadow if the mapln, whrnv Unci#''"U*r often r«Mtad from Ilia lahora, he ia w>w

taking hia Inat m<t He waa many year* ddft
than hia wife; men at tlie bridal, hia hah- wn»
white hut I wm her llirtatiopa gave bin lit-th* annoyan«v, a*

|
Ah.iik ii|» uiMil. Mt|awt«ruJ vale af Ufa it«-|»t the c*en u-uor of kin way."

And ah<*n lit* anil cam.1 h« waa happy andremind.
keep the uhi hotuewfead. Jenay," hauid Kilty to tend the farm.he known all mywajraof 4Hag. I dna t want any iiew-tkiigb-d' .* * harrows l.nnight into wa ti« andvixil Sainuiv a tolk» no... in three maltha, juat*" though I were with you; aud iki ant grnnu. J'"' y- hut kirn toe rvor and let me go t»

, P *tid auKMithtriK tlie rray ham. tWan hiairehoad. Jenny did aim him mi fervently aa JIHMMy yean befera.and the mail* that Jama

over his feature* wan never afterwards dintarbed.
Hut it in nut with tin* and end of the journey

that I have to deal, nor much even w ith the
living years, only a* thin one visit influenced
the destiny of Kichard.

'Hie mm was down, and the lamp lighted,
and the table spread for supper. Democrat
and Reuben, whose stalls were to he occupied
by Uncle Peter's horses, were turned out to
race in the orchard, and the violin was mute.
The rattling of the stage coach along the turnpikearrested their attention. There was a suddenpause, u sound of voices, then the driving
forward again. Presently there was a louu
rap on the door. and. resjionsive to Mr. Clavcrel'sdistinct K come in," a fat little woman entered.whom, under drooping feathers and rouftlingfurs, it was difficult to recognise as Mrs.
Bates. Mr. Claverel received her with oold
formnlity. Kichard with blank surprise, and
Mrs Claverel with a strained and uncomfortableeffort at hospitality.
A little very urgent business had brought

her. she said, us she accepted the invitation to
take off her things "

' You see," she said, seating herself by Aunt
Jane. " it was mv daughter that (lie laird Claverelhere married. She made him a good wife,
if eier a woman made a good wife. I don't
say this Itecause I am her mother, and she is
mv daughter: l>ecause if I was not her mother.
nor she my daughter, I could see that shewan a

good wife, just as well as 1 can see now that
she was u good wife, and it was all from his own
will-disposition that my daughter was forced
to ahanding his house. I haven't the vanity to
think my daughter an angel, but 1 do think an

angel could not have lived with him, any more
than my daughter could live with him ; but an

angel, seeing his will-disposition, would have
had to ahanding him» just as my daughter,
seeinghis will-disjosition. had to ahanding him.''

There is no telling how much longer she
would have gone on but for the interference of
Mr. Claverel who, after the exclamation, '"a
f s>l's mouth hath no drought," requested that
^1'itnvw h||c might have stioiild A>e
transacted with him kicbard had nnvue

o*cajH>, followed by Uncle Peter, who preached
him an excellent sermon from the text " Never
give up." At first, he said it was no use he
shoidd always have had luek : that if other
folk could do better, he honed they would.hut
that he couldn't. Gradually, however, he yieldedby little and little, and began to take courageand hope.

" 1 forgot." said Mrs. Bates, addressing Mr.
Claverel, " that you are the Governor. 1 supjHiseyou would like to have me get down on
mv kneos, and ask you if you would please to
let me speak a word : hut I can tell you. SammyClaverel, it will not be the Widder Bates
that gets on her knees to the like of you. No;
the Widder Bates has a little too much spirit for
to get down on her knees to you. Sammy Claverel.or the like of you, Sammy Claverel.the
Widder Bates tolls you that to your face, Sammy
Claverel."

' Can't the business just l>e put off till we
have taken a little hit of tea and eaten a
mouthful or two of supper i" said Mrs. Claverel

But Mrs. Bates, who felt invested by her
widowliiytil with a sort of dlimitv. and loved to
make allusion to her lonely and unprotected
state, replietl that the Widder Hates would say
what she had to say without any supper*.that
she was a lone lssly; hut, for all that, she
wouldn't bo beholden to her foes !"
"Coiue and eat like a woman."' Mr. Claverelsaid; "you've rid from town, and must be

hungry. I don't pretend to be your friend, but
I'm not your enemy; and now that you are in
ray house, you are welcome to eat, though I
hope this may bo your last visit.''

Adjusting her black bonnot mo as to show to
good advantage the roil artificial Mowers in her
cap. Mrs. Hates said she hojied it would be her
last visit.that she had ooine to say something
that would have been very much to Mr Claverel'sadvantage, and that she would rather lie
to tin- advantage of a black slave than to the
disadvantage; but that if he was not a mind to
have an advantage when a lone widder had
come to offer him an advantage to her own disadvantage.she didn't know as she was hound
to force an advantage into his hands to her
own disadvantage.

Mr. C'laverel said that if she had made such
sacrifice on his account, he was sorry hut that
if she had anything to propose that would l>e
to their mutual advantage, ho was ready to
hear it.
"M»hy you reniemlsir our black cow V ^d

Mrs. Hates, reseating herself.
"She got most of her living in my paster.I

have simc reason to remember her
"Mabyyou have other reasons?"
" Only tfiat she was an ugly old critter, that

one would not )>e likely to forget, and that she
could let down the bars as well as 1."
"And you as well as she.-ao folks say, at

any rate."
" What of that? Would I put your cow in

my jswter?"
"Opinions differ. some says what you

wouldn't like to hear."
The angry glow came into Mr. Claverel's

face, as he said.
' Stieuk plainly, and to the point; I don't

understand you.
"I did siM'tik to thejxiint.the Widder Hates

isn t afoardP
" Then say out what you have to say.''
' I've said, ax plain as words can say, that if

a rich man had a spite to a pisir man, he might
turn the poor man's cow into his own meaner,
and let her eat horsclf to death, just because lie
was a rich man that the law couldn't touch,
and had a spite to a poor man that the law
could take up and hang if he said a word."

' Ay, ay, 1 understand." said Mr. Claverel, for
her talk was too ludicrous to make hiin angry:
" but if any one believed your insinuations, 1
don't see that it would lie much to my advantage."

"If 1 ain a mind to tell it, it will lie to your
disadvantage: ami if 1 don't tell it, it will lie to
your advantage hut do you suppose I am going
to conceal it for nothing '"

"Do as you please; but if you think I will pay
you money to keep vou trom circulating falmv
hoods, you are mistaken. Is thia the business you
came to transact i"

" 1 aui a fssir lone widder. and likely I don't
begin business the way business would lie begun
by a lawyer who teaches business out of books:
but 1 am coming, as fast as I can. to mora tm|s>rtautbusiness, for the black cow is dead
now. |N>or old critter, and whether she hooked
down the liars with her horns and got into your
ineader, or whether "he got into your meaner
without hooking down the ham with her home
to (jet into your mnader. make* no difference,
now. iwcing that ahe got into your meader aotnoway,and died liocauae of it: taking a* good a*

twenty dolhtraont of our tioeketa} fait, an I aaid.
that in neither here nor there.'

' What uf" aaked Mr. Claverel.
"Why," wild Mr* Hatea, after aome heaitation.*' then- ia a young man lawrditig with ine

that m a lawyer, mid known almut hnatneea. and
how it ort to lie done Ho ie from one of the
eitww euat of the mounting*, and he w»yn that
my daughter can get a divwee ae eaay aa to
turn her tuuid over. Ire any*: and be myn, he
aaya tltere will lie no difficulty at all in the caee,
he aayn."

"Well," Mid Mr (larerel, and Mm. Bate*
continued "And the lawyer Mm, he my* that
it will he greatly to your diegtitce. he any*. to
have the facta brought before the no Mir, and he
aaya he aaya that if it waa himaeff he aaya, he
would ratlier pay a thouaand dollar*. he aaya,Uian to have it brought before the nnblic be
«a_va; an I thought i would none ana tell you
what lie mud lie aaid, for be aaid he would
rather |«ay u thousand dollar*, lie eaid, than to
have the law tu brought out, he Mhl."

i ufrii not riwMJ kuiger upon the baportant
liuaioewi whieh l»y degree* Mr*. Bala* managed
to elucidate. Knougli that her plan failed, and
that "lie left the hMM in high anger, aaying. a*

he did no, " that ah" waa cooylhued, now, that
the Mack oow had ndhe help about getting hi to
the uiead<-r, and that the lawyer aaid, ha Mid
that liiere would be uo difeuliy ia the way of
a divorce, be Mid."

%

Though Richard kept out of hearing of the
eonvernation, he knew what it was. and was so

humiliated that Aunt Jane should have hoard it,
that he would fain have crept out of the world
and though he had lioen one* «>r twice called to

fiup|K»r. he delayed to go, hut remained on the
porch, apparently watching tlie cloud" that
were driving Heetly up the sky. now oltHerving
the moon and stars. and now leaving their
broad, full light to stream u|«..n the world
A Htonn of sorrowful passion swept him away

from the coldness and selfishness that were a

part of his nature, and he longed for an opportunityof doing or saying something kind.
something that should prove him not utterly
lost. Carlo came cloae and ruhlsnl his shaggy
sides against him.

' Poor fellow!" said Kichurd, come in and
1 will give you some supper

"

"The wind blows up like snow, don't it?"
said Aunt Jane, addressing Richard, as tlusigh
unconscious of his thoughts and feelings. Rut
we are waiting supper for you, so never mind
the clouds."

u Are you?" stud Richard. ''I didn't kuow
it was ready." And taking Carlo by the collar,
he followed Aunt Jane into the house and mukinghissupjsTof dry bread which he held in one

hand, he fed the dog with the other The table
was luxuriously spread, but he luvd no appetite :
and after going through the formula, he retired
to bis chaml>er. and drew out front its dusty
closet the old brown hair trunk, and after replacinga tack or two. and brushing it up to
make it look as respectable as possible, be carefullywrapped in a " Republican '' the sign of
Dr. Claverel and placed it in the ls>ttoiu.next
came the violin, and then the various articles
that made up his wardrobe. the trunk was

locked, and seating himself by the window, he
looktst at the clmids and thought of the future
ull the long night.
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MIRIAM.
BV Miax PIIOTHK CAKCY.

' I. .

Sunshine and quiet overhead,
And in tho world abroad,

For all beneath his eye outspread
Resti in the smile of (lod

And Natqre swells her wondrous pHalm,
With her (treat heart beats, deep and calm.

There Is a solemn pause below,
The harvest work Is dono,

The flowers that eaino with summer's glow
Are perished one bv ono.

And those whieh devk our autumn wood
Arc scareely swelling in the bud,

A day of sunshine ealui and elear.
The hushed, unrippled sob,

This sabbath season of the year.
All s|>eak to me of thoe \

A something in them I ean trace,
lake tho ealm beauty yf thy face.

There was a time when thou eouldst wile
My spirit from its ills,

Tboro was a beauty in thy sniilo
Like sunshine on the hills;

I have not thought, this many a day,
How softly on my heart it lay.
Nor do I know why thought of loiuu

(Iocs back the past to claim;
1 have not aeon u face like thino.
No lip has called thy uuiue,

And many a weary mile away,
Thou look'st upon thu world to day.
I wonder if thy thought at time*
Turn* kindly back to tne.

Ruck to those old delicious cliiue*.
And Maud* '» the *ca

Where once we *aw an Eden smile.
Luring u* onward all tho while.

It matters not.enough to know
That all our dream* were Tain.

That all thoir mingled joy and woe

Will never come again;
Enough to know, thou art estranged.
And I.I dare not *ay unchanged

For the National Era.

. THOUGHTS AT A GRAVE.
Ilri> hit/ iht (unit/ m thi gionml, hut tin- l/nril I'v com\

vifliil lo (lotl.

Oh, Mother Eartli, we bring to thoo
A precious boon lip* day,

And sadly on thy i|uiet hroast
Our smitten hud we lay.

Room In thy soflest, greenest spot,
Room midst thy summer flower*;

Dim only to thy care we give.
{<hr bloom* in brighter bowers.

Constance.

MECHANISM.No XVI
BV JOSIAII HOI.BHOOK.

I.egiahitive enactment* indicate the present
au11ikii' mid wx-ure tii«* luitire progress en »|»pliedscience. csjiociiillv «>f agricultural mid
mechanical Mienw. Within the |ui>t year u

large }mrt uf the State Legislature* have made
enactments fur the promotion of scientific agricultureand mechanism, or hud th<w subjects
under consideration, probably for future enactmoots.In Florida, a bureau of agriculture wu*

ordained by the lust Legislature. In North
Candida, the Governor wo* authorised l>y the
legislature to procure a general scientific exjdorationof the State. In Virginia, an appropriation
was ordered of nil thousand dollars annually,
for a serif* of years, for the promotion of practicalscience in special connection with agricultureand the mechanic arts In South Carolina,
effective measures are in progress for developing
and applying the natural resources of the soil;
also in Mississippi. In Arkansas, a scientific explorationof the State was hefbrc the last I legislature,and operations for that object are m progress.if not by legislative enactment, at least
by individual cuter|>rise and patriotism. SenatorBorland bus Ixxn and is actively engaged
in forwarding this inijioriiuit object of State
policyA. I«oord of agriculture and an agricultural
school were commended to tlu< last legislature
uf Pennsylvania by the Governor and Nx-retury
of State. A proffgnor of agriculture is providedfor Washington College, of that State.
Mure than half a million of dollars have already
been expended for a geological survey of Uie
State of New York, and a large sum fur that of
Pennsylvania, as also fur all the New England
States. The (icvelujuncut of natural resources,and the promotion of science through
schools and otherwise, were pnsnincot subjectslieCure tha last legislature of Missouri. Wis.
cousin and Iowa, by private scientific enterprise,
by legislative and congressional patronage, have
opened vast resources, both of wealth and of
science, from their mines and other natural
riches Individuals of iniluenoe in Illinois and
Indiana, with aid bestowed or in prusjject from
their liegialaturea, ore aiming to have reading
lessons in agricultural geology and mechanism
introduced into all the schools. Efforts are
making fur the some object in various Status.

Agricultural auiiooie have boon warinly commandedbefore the l-amaiaturo* ofemend State*,
with confidence ufiuxtl eucoew. If State m:tioola
epeciAaally for agriculture and mechanism
eauriot be established, ewry school now existjogin every State can teach both agriculture
end mechanism by a simple, direct, nod itfut
ivo process. Bv introducing km simple read,
ing I.tin on tinaw subjects, at the name time
enoouraguig the pupils to make collection* of
minerals connected with agriculture, also fifty
pare drawings luth on agriculture and mechanism,any school may, on any day or hour
without legislative enactment, be cbanged into
a school of science, both for farmer* and
mechanise.

In aid Of such eternise, the Maryland AgriculturalSociety have offered premiums tor

juvenile sollerttuua, whether in nature or art.
of mineral or vegetable production*. of draw.
1001 of umjiIii.niiiln. ol vegetable* or auuualo,

or imloed of anything sh«>wing juvenile itn{>r« >\«>inentin scieuce or art. Such sjsviiiu'iis exhihit.ilat any agricultural fair would doubtless be
properly noticed, and rewarded either by previoumprovision or otherwise.

Experiment..Some young holies in a school
in Now York sent to au agricultural fair held
the last season some specimens of their drawing.On the walls of the school-room arc now

suspended. side by side, the drawing thus exhibits1, and di|ilomas awardiil by the society
to the young artists, for their industry, skill,
and improvement.

. .

IcoeVKIOHT HKUIIBKI) ACCOKlOlu To I.AM .]
For the National Era.

UNCLE TOM'S CABIN :
OR,

LI1W. AMONG THE LOWLY.
by MIlS. II. b- stovvk

Chapter X \ I.. Turn's Mitire\% and lur opinions
"And now. Maria!! »ajjd St Clare. ''yourgolden day* are dawning. Here is our prwetic;vl.biisiiiertclike New Knglaml cousin. who will

take the whole budget of cares off your shoulders,and give you time to refresh yourself and
grow young and handsome. The ceremony of
delivering the keys had better come off forthwith."

This remark was made at the breakfast table,
a few mornings after MimOphelia had arrived.

" I'm sure she's welcome," said Mario, leaning
her head languidly on her hand '*1 think
she'll find one thing if she does, >t»d that is.
that it's we mistresses that are the slaves down
bore,''

' Oil, certainly, she will discover that, and a
world of wholesome troths lteside, no doubt,"
said St. Clare.

'Talk about our keeping slaves as if we did
it for our convtuitnu? said Marie. "Im sure
if we consulted that, we might let them all go
at once."

Ht»w1 hor lsnrc. serious eves «ni her
I mother's face, with an earnest and jirplexed expression.and said, simply, "What do you keep
mem Mir, mamma:

" I don't know. I'm sure, except for a plague;
the)1 are the plague of my life. I lsiliare that
more of my fll health is caused hy them than
by any other one thing; and ours, I know, are

the very worst that ever anybody was plagued
with."

''Oh. ooine, Marie, you've got the hluos this
morning," said St. Clare. " You know 'tisn't so.

There's Mammy, the best creature living.what
could you do without herf"

" Mammy is the beat 1 ever knew," said Marieand yet Mammy, now, is selfish.dreadfully
selfish; it's the fault of the whole race."

" Selfishness is a dreadful fault,-' said St.
Clare, gravely.

"Well, now, there's Mammy," said Marie.
"I think it's selfish of her to sleep so sound
4ughte; she knows] need little attentions almost
*TOryr hour when my w orst turns are on, and yet
show so hard to wake. I absolutely am worse
this very morning for the efforts 1 had to make
to wake lier last night"

"Hasn't she sat up with you a good many
nights laU*ly, mamma?" said Kva.

"||ow should you know that'!" said Marie,
shandy; "she's r«y»n complaining. 1 suppose."

" She didn't eoinplaiu; she only told me what
had nights you'd had.so many in succession."
"Why don't you let Jane or Maria take her

place a night or two," said St Clare, "and let
her rest ? "
"How can you propose it? " said Marie. " St.

Clare, you really an' inconsiderate. So nervous
as 1 am, the least breath disturbs mo, and a

strange liarui slmiit^me would drive me altsolutelyfrantic. It Mammy fell the interest in
me she ought to. she'd w ake easier.of course

she would. I've heard of jieople who had such
devoted servants, hut it never was my luck
and Marie sighed.

Miss Ophelia had listened to this conversation
with uii air of shrewd, oliservant gravity, and
she still kept ber li|* tightly compressed, as it
determined fully to ascertain her longitude and
|sisitioii before she committed herself

" Now, Mammy has a svrl of goodness," said
Marie; "she's smooth and rospoctful, hut site's
selfish at heart. Now, she never will lie done
fidgeting and worrying about that husband of
hers. You see. w hen 1 was married and came
to live here, of course I had to bring her with
me. and her husband my father couldn't spare.
He was a blacksmith, and of course very neccs.J i »i.. v.» ...,,i ..,;.i .i...»
run y »»11'» i wiu «»v w»c uiiir. miui

Mammy and lie hud better give eiH'li other up,
as it wasn't likely U> lie convenient for tliein
ever t«> live together again I wish now I'd insistedon it, and married Mummy <to somebody
elm'; but I was fisilisli mid indulgent, and didn't
want to insist, I told Muruiuy, at the time, that
she mustn't ever expect to hoc him more than
once or twice in her life again, tor the air of
father'* place decan t agree with my health, and
I can't go there; and I lulviaed her to take up
with somebody clue ; but no.alio wouldn't .Mammylias a kind of olwtiuacy alsnit her, in spots,
that everylaidv don t hw as I do."
"Ha* she children said Mine Ophelia
" Yea; *he has two."
" I hupjaMC she fee If the separation from

them ? "
" Well, of course I couldn't bring tliein. Tls-y

were little dirty tilings.1 couldn't have them
about; and, Isnides, they took up too much of
her time; but 1 believe that plummy ha* alwayskept up a sort of sulkiueHM atsiut this.
She won't marry any Isslv else ; and I do lielieve
now, though she knows how necessary she is to
me, and how feeble my health is. she would go
back to her husband to-morrow if she only
could. I <li>, indeed." said Marie; "they are

just so selfish, now, the best of tliein.''
"it's distressing to reflect u|*ai," said St.

Clare, ilrily.
Miss Ophelia looked keenly at liini. and saw

the ilusli of mortification and repressed vexation,and the sarcastic curl of the lip, as he
sjs>ke.
"Now, Mammy lias always l>eeii a jsit with

me." said Marie "I wish some of your North-
ern servant* could 1< ««>k at her clmU ol ilnmw.
silk* and muslins, and one real linen cambric,
h!m» Iim hanging there I've worked sometime*
whole nfterrs.m* trimming her cap* »n<l getting
her ready to fit to a |<arty. Ah to abuse, she
don't know what it k She never wua whipis>d
more than onoe or twice in hor whole life. She
ha* Iter strong coffee or her tea every day. with
white sugar in it. It* alsiminuhle, to lie sure;
hut St. Clare will have high lite holow-Mtuirn,
and they every one of thom live ju*t a* they
I>lea*e. 'Hie tact in, our servant* are over-indulged.I auppo*e it in partly our fault that
they are selfish, and net like »|snled children,
hut I've talked to St Clare till I am tired."
"And 1, too," said St Clare, taking up the

morning paner,
Eva, the neautiful Eva, had shssl listening to

her mother, with that expression of deep and
mystic eamestne** which was peculiar to her.
She walked softly round to her mother's chair,
and put her arms round her nock.

" Well, Eva, what now !" said Marie.
" Mamma, oouldn't I take care of you one

night.just one ( I know I shmildn't rnakoyou
nervism, and 1 shouldn't sloop. I often lie awake
niglita, thinking"
"Oh, nonseiiM' child.nonsense,'' said Marie;

"'you are such a strange child.'*
" But may I, mamma ' I think," she said,

timidly, "that Mammy isn't well She told
me her head ached all the time lately."
"Oh, that's just mie of Mammy s fidget*

Miuuiiiy k just like all llui rust of tliem.makes
such a fuss ahout every little hcud-aeho or
A.. . -.1... la ..Ml ,1,. iii nmi/Miruirn it
lllg'T-IW-1H< , II lll'I' J II .p,.. .w

never! I'm (mm-ipled aluMit thie matter," Haiti
he, turning to Mihh Ophelia; "you'll And the
luM-mmty U it. If you eiu'uarage servanta in
giving way to every little diHagrueeble feeling,
and complaining of every little ailment, you II
have your haotfc full I never ootnpiaiii my.nobodyknow* what 1 endure. 1 (eel U a

duty to bear it quietly, and I do.''
Miw Ophelia's round eye* ttpaed au undifmeed auuueuiout at tins peroration, which

struck St Clare an so aupremely ludicrous, that
he burst into n loud laugh.

' St. Clare always laughs when I make the
least allusion to mv ill health," said Marie, with
the voice of a suffering martyr "I only hope
the day won't come when he'll reinemlier it
aud Marie put her handkerchiet to her eyesOf course there was rather a foolish silence.
Finally St. Clare got up. looked at his watch,
and said he had an engagement down street.
Kva trip|*tl away after him, and Miss Ophelia
und Marie remained at the table alone.

u Now, that's just like St Clare,'' said the
latter, withdrawing her handkerchief with
somewhat of a spirited flourish when the
criminal to ls> affected by it was no longer
in sight ' He never realiwM, never can, never
will, what I suffer, and have for years. I£
I was one of the complaining sort, or ever
made any hiss ahntlt mv ailments, there woulft
lie some reason for it. Men do get tins! natr-1
rally of a complaining wife. But I've kept
tilings tii invself. and horne. aud lsime, till St
Clare bus got in the wnv of thinking 1 can lienr
anything"

Miss Ophelia did not exactly know what she
was expected to answer to this.

While she was thinking what to say. Marie
gradually wilted away her tears, aud smoothed
her plumage in a general sort of way, as a
dove might lie supjwieod to make toilette after
ii shower. ami began a housewifely clutt with
Miss Ophelia. concerning cupboards. closet*,
linen presses, store-rooms, iuiJ other mutter*, of
which the hitter was l»v common understandingto assume the direction.giving her so

many cautious directions and charges, that
a head loss systematic and business-like than
Miss Ophelia s would have l>eeii utterly dizzied
and conthunded.
"And now," said Marie, "I believe I've told

yon everything": so that when my next siek
turn comes on. you'll he able to go forward
entirely, without consulting me.only alsiut
Kva.she require* watching."

" She seems to be a gisal child, vtry." said
Miss Ophelia; " I never saw a better child."

" peculiar." said he* .44 4

'IVreaxjtlones almut her so singular; she isn't ]
like ine*. now.a jsirticle and Marie syji,hA. i

as if this was a truly uieluncholy coiisiderution
Miss Ophelia in bef own heart said. 4~ 1 hojssheisn't,' hut had prudeuee enough to keep

it down.
' Kva always was disposed to be with servants;and I think that well enough with some

children. Now, I always played with father's
little negrisis.it never did me any harm. But
Km somehow always seems to put herself on

an equality with overv oreaturc that comes near
her. It's a strange tiling about the child. I
never have Ikhmi able to break her of it St.
(Marc. I believe, encourages her in it. The fact
is. St. (Mare indulges every creature under this
roof hut his own wife."

Again Miss Ophelia sat in blank silence.
" Now, there's no way with servants," said

Marie, "hut to put them dotni. and keep them
down. It was always natural to me. from a

child Kva is eimugii to sjstil a whole housefull.What she will do when she comes to

keep house herself, I'm sure 1 don't know. 1
hold to lieing kind to servants.1 always am ;
tmt vim iniist make 'em knmr their nltirr Kvii
never there's no getting into the child's
head tlie first lieginning of im idea what a servantVplace is! Von hoard her offering to take
euro of me night*, to lot Maiumy sleep ! That's
just u specimen of the way the child would lie
doing all the time, if she was left to herself."

''Why," «aid Miss Ophelia, bluntly. "1 sujs
]Mise you think your servant* are human creatures.ami ought to have wane rest when they
are tired."

"Certainly, of course. I'm very particular
in letting them have everything that comes

convenient. Anything that doesn't put one at
all out «»f the way. yon know. Maiuinv can
make up her sleep some time or other; there's
no difficulty iilsuit that. She's the sleepiest
concern that ever I saw; sewing, standing, or

sitting, that creature will go to sb«e|i, and sleep
anywhere un<| everywhere. No danger hut
Mammy gets sleep enough. Hut this treating
servants as if thev were exotic flowers or china
Vases, is really ridiculous." said Marie, as she
plunged languidly into the depths of a voluminousand pillowy lounge, ami drew towards
her ail elegant cut glass vinaigrette.

" You see." she continued, in a faint and lodylikevoice, like the last dying hreath of an Arahianjessamine, or something equally ethereal.
" you see, Cousin Ophelia, "I don't often sjM'iikof myself It isn't my liahit; 'tisn't agreeable
to me. In fact, I haven't strength to do it. Rut
there are jsiints where .St. Clare and I differ.
St. Clare never undersfissl me, never appreciatedme I think it lies at the root of all my
ill health. Sf Clare menus well, I am hound
to believe: hut men are constitutionally selfish
ami inconsiderate to women. That, at least, is
my impression "

Miss (tphelia. who had not a small share of
the genuine New Knglaml caution, and a very
particular horror of lieiug drawn into family
difficulties, now Is'gan to f >resoe something of
this kind impending: so, conqsisiiig her face
into a grim neutrality, and drawing out of her
jsieket alsait a yard and a quarter of stocking,
w hich she kept as a *|»ooiflc against what Dr.
Watt* a*sert* to lie a personal habit of Satan,
when js-ople have idle hands, she proceeded
to knit most energetically, shutting her lij* togetherin a way that said, as plain as words
could, " Yon needn't try to make mo speak I
don't want anything to do with your affairs''.
in fact, she looked lusmt as sympathising as a

stone lion, Rut Marie didn't care for that. She
llH'l got HO)l|0f**lV to TillK to. IIIIM HOC roll II tier

duty to talk, and that wan enough: and reinforcingherself by smelling again at her vinaigrette,h)io went on.
' Yon wee 1 brought my own property and

servant* into the coiineetion when I married St.
Clare, and I am legally entitled to manage them
my own way. St. Clare had hi* fortune and
hi* servant*. and I'm well enough content he
hIkiuIiI manage them hi* way: hut St. Clare will
lie interfering He ha* wild, extravngunt notion*
aliotit thing*, particularly uliont the treatment
of Morvant*. lie really doe* act a* if he net hi*
xcrvant* I*-fore me, and before himself, too, for
he let* them make him all *ort* of triNihle, and
never lift* a linger. Now, nliout *otne thing*,
St. Clare i* really frightful.he frighten* mo.

(rood-natured a* he look*, in general. Now, he
1a* mst down hi* f«*»t that, come what will,
there shall not lie a blow *tru<sk in thin house,
except what he or I *trike, and he doe* it in a

way that I really dare not cro** him Well,
you may nee what that lead* to, for St. Clare
wouldn't raise hi* hand if every one of them
walked over him and I.-you *00 how cruel it
would Ih» to require mo to mako the exertion
Now, you know theao norrantf are nothing hut
grown-up children."

" I don't know anything atiout it, and I
thank the Lord that I don't," raid Mi** Ophelia,shortly.

Well, hut you will have to know something,
and know it to your cost, if yirn stay here You
don't know what a provoking, stufiid, rareless,
unreasonable, childish, ungrateful set of wretchesthey are."

Marie seemed wonderfully mpportod always
when she gut upon this topic, and she now

ojxumvI her eyee nnd aeemed ijuite to lorget
her languor.
"Von don't know, and you can't, the daily,

hourly trial* that Uwet a houeekoe|*f from
thrin everywhere and every way. But it'* no
uae to complain to St Clare. He talk* the
*trurig»*t etuflT He *nyn we have made them
what they are. and outfit to l»ear with Uieni.
He Miya their fault* are all owing to tin, and
that it would Ixi eruel to make tlie fault and
nunieh it ton He eaya we ahouldn't do any
ootter in their place: juat an if one could reaeon
from theni to ua, you know "

" Don't you believe that the Lord made them
of one l**»d witli iin Maid Miaa Ophelia,
ahortly.

"No, indeed, not I! A jiretty otory, truly.
They are a degraded race,"

" Don't you think they've got immortal waila'
raid Miaa Ophelia, with inereoaiug indignation

"Oh, well," aaid Marie, yawning, "that of
courae.nobody douhto that. But a« to putting

them on any sort of equality with us, you
know. as if we could lie compared, why, it's
impossible! Now, St Clare really has talked
to me a* if keeping Mummy from her husband
was like keeping me frmu mine. There'* no

contouring in this way. Mummy couldn't have
the feeling* that I should. It's a different thing,
altogether.of course it is.and yet St Clare
pretends not to see it. And just us if Miunmv
could love her little dirty hahies :i» I love Kva.
Vet St. Clare onee really and soberly tried to
persuudo ine that it was my duty, with my
weak health, and all I suffer, to let Mummy go
hack, and take soinclssly else in her place
That was a little too much, even for »»< to l*»ar.
I don't often show my feelings f make it a

principle to endure everything in silence; it's a
w ife's hard lot, tind I hear it. Hut I did hreak
out that time: so that he has never alluded to
the subject since But I know by his looks,
and little things that he says, that he thinks so

as much as ever; and it's so trying, so provoking"

Miss Oithelia Kmiked \erv much as if she was
afraid she should say something: hut she rattled
away with her needles in a way that had volumesof meaning in it, if Marie eould only ha\e
understood it.

* So, you just see." she continued, "what
you've got to manage. A household witlnait
any rule; where servants have it all their own

way. do what they please, and have what they
please, except so far as I. with my feohlc health,
have kept up government. I keep my cowhide
ulsHit. ami sometimes I do lny it ou. hut the exertionis always too mueli for me If St Clare
would only have this thing done as others
do"

And how's that ?"
' W'hv. send theiu to the calalsiose, or some

other place, to he flogged. That's the only
wav. If I wasn't such a jssir. feehle pece, 1
believe I should manage with twice the energy
that St Clare does
"And how does St. Clare contrive to manage'"said Miss Ophelia "You say he never

strikes a blow."
k "\Y«ll.men have a,uiore commanding wt^v.
[ 5'ou fcnoW: it is easier tor them; fa-side* *

if you
v«*i luais, »«v»'w iti* pr'*H"-'

eye; and if be apeak* decidedly, there's a kind
of Hash. I'm afraid of it myself; and the servantsknow they must mind. 1 couldn't do as

much by a regular storm and scolding as St
Clare can by one turn of his eye, if once he i«
in earnest. Oh. there's no trouble about S».
Clare: that's the reason he's no more feeling
for me. But you'll find, when you come hi
manage, that there's no getting along without
severity.they an' ho ImuI. ho deceitful ho Buy."
"The old tune," nnid St. Clare, sauntering in.
What an awful account these wicked eroaturenwill huve to nettle at Inst. esneci ''> i;»r

lieing lazv You see. cousin." said he. so* he
stretched himself at full length on a lounge op)xisitcto Marie, "it's wholly incxcusuhle in

them, in the light of the example that Marie
and I net them.this laziness "

"Come, now. St. Clare, you are too had." said
Marie.
"Am I, now ' Why, I thought I was talking

good, quite remarkably lor nie. I try to enforce
your remarks, Marie, always "

"You know you meant no such thing, St
Clare,'' said Marie.

"Oil, I must have been mistaken, then
Thank you. my dear, for setting 1110 right."
"You do really try to he provoking," said

Mario.
"Oh, come, Marie,the day is growing warm,

and I have just hud a long quarrel with Dolph,
which has fatigued me excessively; so, pray Isi
agreeable, now, and let a fellow revise in the
light of yiair smile.''
"What's the matter alsait Dolph?" said

Marie. "That fellow's impudence has ls-en
growing to a point thftt is perfectly intolerable
to me. I only wish I bad the undisputed managementof lum awhile. I'd bring him down "

"What you say, my dear, is marked with
your usual acuteness and good sense," said St.
'ft...... >1 id t,. 11.,i,.1. !,<.

..n v,. .....

In? has so long lieen engaged ill imitating my
graces and perfections, that he has ut lust really
mistaken hinisclllbr his master, and I havelsieii
utilised to give liim a little insight into Ida mistake."

" How ? " aaid Marie.
" Why, I wan obliged to let him understand,

explicitly, that I preferred to keep *otnr of my
clothes for iny own personal wearing; also, I
put his magnificence up hi hii allowance of Colognewater, and actually was ho cruel as to restricthim to one dozen of my eumhric handkerchiefs.Dolph was particularly huffy about
it, and I had to talk to him like a father, to
hring him round."
"Oh! St. ('Jare, when will you learn how to

treat your servant*' Its ahominahlc.the way
yon indulge them !" said Marie.

" Why, after all, what's the harm of the pwir
dog's wanting to tie like his master; and if I
haven't brought him up any hotter than to lind
his chief good in Cologne and camhric handkerchiefs,why shouldn't I give them to him
"And why haven't you brought him up letter'"said Miss Ophelia, with blunt determination.
"Too much troublelaziness, cousin. lazincsH. which ruins more souls than you can

shake a stick ut. If it wasn't for laziness, I
should have lieen a | sirfeet angel myself. I'm
inclined to think that laziness is what, your old
Or. Hot herein, up in Vermont used to call the
'essence of moral evil.' It s an awful consider-
ation, certainly."

"! think you Nhiveholdera have an awful re.

h|k)ii«ihilitv ii|m>ti yon," Maid Minn Ophelia. " I
wouldn't have it f<<r a thousand world*. Ynu
ought to educate your alavoa, and treat them
like reasonable creature*.like immortal creature*,that you've gut to atand before the lair of
God with. That'* my mind," said the good
lady, breaking maidenly out with a tide of zeal
thai had been gaining atrength in her mind all
the morning.
M0h! come, come," Maid St.Clara, getting lip

quickly; "what do you know alaait in?" And
he eat down to the piano, and rattled a lively
piece of mimic. St Clare had a decided ganil1M for inunic. IIih touch waa brilliant and
firm, and Iuh finger* Hew over the key* with a

rapid and birdlike motion.airy, and yet deei
ledHe played piece alter piece, like a man

who in trying to play himself into a good humor.
After pushing tlio mimic aside, he rone up and
Maid, gaily."Well, now, Cousin, you've given
UN a good talk, and done your duty ; on the
whole. I think the better of you for it. I make
no manner of doubt that you throw a very diamondof truth at me, though you *i«e it hit inn

ao directly in the face that it waen't exactly
appreciated at firat"

" For my part, I don't *ee any u*e in audi
*ort of talk." naid Marie " I'm aure, if anybody

.e. _ .1,,.., ,i.. im i.l..
uiwru n»r rwii toiiip wiimm u n»n mi

know who.and it ilon'l do '0111 a hit good, not
a partiele.they get worse and worae. Ah to
talking to them, or anything tike that, I'm sure

I have talked till I wan tired and hoarse, tailing
them their duty, and all that; and I'm mire

they eau go to ehureh when they like.though
they don't understand a word of the Hermmi,
more than ho many pigs.ho it ain't of any
great iih« for them to go, ah I nee hut they do
go.and ho they have every chance hut an I
said before, they are a degraded raoe, and alwayswill l»e, and tliero isn't any helji for
them.you oau't make anything of them, if you
try. Vou see. Cousin Ophelia, I've triod, and
you luiven't.I wax him and hred among them,
and I know ."

MiMH Ophelia thought the had Raid ere High,
and thereliwe eat silent St. Clare whistled a
tune.

" St. C'lare, I wish you wouldn't whistle,"' said
Marie, 'it makes my head wortw."

" I won't." said St Clare. u Is there anything
else you wisildn t wish me to do I"

" I wish you 1rimkl have some kind of syinjiathyfor my trials.^ou never have any ieelingtor rue."
" My ilear accusing angel' " said St C'lare
" It's provoking to Is* talked to in that way."
Then, bow will you he talked to' I'll

talk to owtnr. any way you'll mention.only m
give satisfaetion."
A gay laugh from the court rang through

the silken curtains <if the verandah. St. Claret
stepjied out. and lifting up the curtain. laughe<l
too.

"\\ hat is it' said Miss Ophelia, coming to
the railing

There sat Tom. on a little mossy seat in the
court. every one of his hutUohnles stuck full of
cajie jessamines, and Eva. gayly laughing a as

hanging a wreath of roses round hut neck and
then she sat down ou his knee, like achip-spnrMW,still laughing.

< )h. Turn, you hsik so funny! "

Tom had a sotier. ls-nevolent smile, and
seemed, in his tjuiet way, to 1*) enjoying the
fun unite as much as his little mistress He
lifted his eves, when lie saw his master, with u

hall deprecating H|>ologotic air.
' How can you let her ?'' said Miss Ophelia.
" Whv »e»t' " saitl St. < lare
' Why.I don't know.it s«vii# so dreadful1 '

' ^ on would think no harm iu a child's carousinga largo dog. even if he was black : hut
a creature that ean think, and reason and feel,
and is immortal, you shudder at.confess it,
Cousin. I know the feeling among some of youNortherners well enough. Not that there is a

particle of virtue in our uot having it: hutvustan with us does w hat Christianity ought to
Jo, obliterates the feeling of personal prejudice
I have often noticed, in my travels North, how
much stronger this was with you than with ua.
You loathe them as you would n snake or a
toad, yet you are indignant at their wrongs
You would not have them abused; but you
don't want to have anything to do with tln-ni
yourselves \ ou would send tOem to Africa,
out of your wight and Hindi, and then wend a

missionary or two tn do up all the self-denial of
elevating them compendiously. Isn't that it f

" Well. Cousin," said Miss Ophelia, thoughtfully,' there may l»e w>me truth in this."
' What would the iHior and lowly do witliout

children '" said St. Clare, leaning on the railing,
ami watching Eva. as she tripped off, leading
Tom with her " Your little child is your only
true l>emocrnt Tom. now, is u hero to Eva ;
his stories arc wonders in her eyes, his songs
»«i| Meth<»Ujt hymns are hotter than an onwva,
and the tra|>s and l^tle bit* of tra.st> in his

' »t( w Hitiiv V., '(1,' »»e \1.'*>> >ll derfulTorn that ever wore a hl&ek skin. This
is one of the rosea of Eden that the Lord has
dropped down expressly for the j*>or and lowly,who get few enough of any other kind."

'It's strange. Cousin," said Miss Ophelia;"
one might almost think you were a profts-tor to
hoar you talk."

''A professor!" suid St Clare.
" Yes.a professor of religion "

t
" Not lit all.not a professor, us your townfolkshave it.and what is worse, I'm afraid, not

a profiteer, either "

' What makes you talk so, then 1 "

"Nothing is easier than talking," said St
Clare. "I Isdieve Sliaksi>eare makes sumohody
say. 'I could sooner show ten the way to
I leuveu. than Is* one of the ten to follow my own

showing.' Nothing like division of labor. Myforte lies in talking, and yours. Cousin, lies in
«lt»iiig.''

lit Tom's external situation, at this Limn, there
was, as the wurld says, nothing to complain of
Little. Eva's fancy fur him . the instinctive

fjrutitudc mid loveliness of a noble nature.luul
ed him to petition her lather that he might lie
her osjieein! attendant whenever she needed the
escort of a servant in her walks or rides; ami
Tom bad general order* to let everything elae
go, and attend to Miss Kva whenever aha want*
ed him.orders which our readers may faucy
were far from disagreeable to him. lie was

kept well dressed, lor St. Clare wits fastidiously
particular on this jsiint. His stable services
were merely a sinecure, and consisted simply
in a daily care and inspection, and directing an
under servant in his duties.for Marie St. Clio*
declared that she could not have any Miicll of
the horses about him w hen he ctftno near her.
and that he must positively not lie put to any
service that would make him unpleasant to her.
as her nervous system was entirely inadequate
to any trial of that nature.uue snuff of anythingdisagreeable being, according to her account,quite sufficient to close the scene, and
nnt an end to all her earthly trials at once
Tom, therefore, in his well-brushed broadcloth
suit, Miiiixdli beaver. glossy I><*>ts, faultless
wristbands mill collar, with his grave, goodnaturedhlack face, looked respectable enough
to ho a Bishop of Carthage, a* men of his color
were in other age*. , J

Then, too, he was in a lieautiful place.a
consideration to which hie sensitive race arc
never indifferent; and lie did enjoy with a quiet
joy the birds, the dowers, the fountains, the
jierfuuio and light and huauty of the court, the
silken hangings and pictures and lustres and
statuettes and gilding, that made the parlors
within a kind of Aladdin's palace to him.

If ever Africa shall show an elevated and
cultivate race.and enine it must some tirue.
her turn to figure in the great drama of human
improvement .- life will awake there with a

Kirgcousness and splendor of which our cold
'estern tribes faintly have conceived In that

far-off mystic land of mid and gems and spices
and waving |>a!m* and wondrous (lowers and
miraculous fertility, will awake new forms o!
art, new styles of splendor; and the negro race,
no longer despised and trodden down, will per
haps show forth some of the latest and most
magnificent revelations of human life. Certainlythey will in their gentleness, their lowly
docility ol mind, their aptitude to repose on a

sujierior inind and rest on a higher power, their
childlike simplicity of affection and facility of
forgiveness. In nil these they will exhibit the
highest form of the peculiarly Christian life.
and perhaps, us Clod chastoneth whom ho
loveth, ho hath chosen tioor Africa, in the furnaceof affliction, to muse her the highest and
noblest in that kingdom which ho will set up,
wnen every tuner Kingdom uae ooeu iriett, and
failed.-for the first shall ho last, and the last
first.
Was ihiw what Murie St. Clare was thinking

oc m alio sttiod, gorgeously dressed, on the vp
randah. on Sunday morning, clasping a diamondbracelet on her slender wrist1 Mont
likely it was Or if it wasn't that, it waf'ioincthingelse: for Marie ptitrunnu'd goes I tfcings,
and she was going now, in full force, diamonds,
silk, and lace, and jewel* and all, to a fashion,
aide church, to lie very religious. Marie alwaysmade a mint to lie very pious on Sundays.There she stood, mi slender, so elegant,
so airy and undulating in all her motion* her
lace scarf enveloping her like a mint Sho
looked a graceful creature, and sho felt very
good, and very elegant indeed. Miss Ophelia
stood at her side, a fierfoet contrast It was
not that itlia hod not as handsome a silk dress
and shawl, and as tine a pocket handkerchief,
hut MtitfnesH and squareness and ieilt uprightness,eiivulo|ied her with as indefinite yet ap
preciahle a presence as did grace her elegant
Pighlsir not the grace of Cod, however, that

quite another thing!
"Where's Kva'" said Marie.
" Hie child stopped on the stair* to eay somethingto Mammy.'
And what was Kva saying to Mammy on

the stairs? I.intern reader, and von will hear.
though Marie doe* not.

" Dear Muuiniv, 1 know your head in aching
dreadfully."

" l/ord Idea* you, Minn Kva, iny head alter*
ache- lately. \ on don't need to worrv "

"Wall. f'm glad you're going out; and here,"
and the littl** girl threw her arm* around her,
" Mammy, you ahull take my vinaigieMi."
"What! your beautifnf cold thing thar,

with them diamond* ! Lor, nit**, twouldn't I**
pronor, no way*."
"Why not' V<mi need it and I don't

Mamma alwaya uwn it for headache, and it'll
make you feel better No. you diall take it, t.»

pleaac ine, now "

" I to hour the durlin talk '" wtid Mammy, ai

Kva thruat it into her l*~«>m. and kiiaiag hei,
ran down atair* to her mother

" What wore you atoning for I"
" I waa juat Mopping to give Mammy my

vinaigrette, to take to church with her. "

"Kva!" auid Marie, Htamiiing impatiently,
"your gold vinaigrette to Mammy) Win: 14
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